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	Sail

1.

Two months. It had been two months since Lewis left the Gold Coast with nothing more than a duffle bag full of clothes and two hundred dollars.

Cleo was running herself ragged trying to find him, going about her day in a flurry of anxious activity; making various phone calls and rechecking all his usual haunts. Rikki and Bella did what they could to help, offered their support, though they couldn't understand how it felt.

They hadn't been friends with Lewis since they were five years old, nor were they engaged to him.

Cleo knew Lewis had a rocky adolescence, and when she brought up either of his parents he would often get defensive and switch the subject, shy away and get a faraway look in his eyes. It only took a few more mentions for her to get the hint she should just leave it be. Maybe that was why Lewis decided to run, maybe it had something to do with his family. Or his past. Cleo spent a lot more time than she would like to admit racking her brain for reasons Lewis would leave. No warning. No goodbye. _Nothing_.

Two weeks after Lewis disappeared Cleo got a text message from him, a simple '_I'm okay, please don't worry_.' She was in her bedroom getting ready for bed when her phone had lit up, revealing the message. She cried tears of relief for almost an hour afterward. Every two weeks since then Lewis had sent her a reassuring text, though when she texted him back with a million different questions about where he was and if he was safe and eating okay, there would be no reply.

There was never any reply.

Seated at her usual table at Rikki's Café, Cleo checked her phone for the seventh time in twenty minutes. She knew not to expect a reply from Lewis, but she couldn't help but hold onto hope he would for a little while longer. She swallowed around the lump of grief in her throat as she reread the text he had sent half an hour ago;_ 'I'm still okay, I hope you're not worrying about me too much. I miss you girls. Stay safe.'_ Her eyes burned with the onset of tears as she reread it once, twice more.

Bella's voice pulled Cleo from her thoughts. "Cleo? You okay?"

"Yeah," Cleo said, voice trembling. "I just— Lewis texted me again. I keep hoping he'll respond but.." She took a deep breath to ward off the sobs, steady herself. "He never does."

Bella sat down next to her. "I'm sorry Cleo, I wish there was something more I could do. What did he say?"

"Just that he was still okay, and that he missed us and wanted us to stay safe." Cleo said.

Bella smiled, sympathetic and soft. "Well, at least he's still okay."

Cleo nodded, wiped the few tears that had escaped her eyes away with the back of her hand, and tried to smile at Bella. "You're right. At least we know he's okay."

A beat of silence stretched out between the two of them before Cleo spoke again. Her voice softened on it's own accord. "I just.. I miss him."

"I know you do," Bella said. "I do too, but look at it this way; it's already been two months, and he's got to come back sometime for more money, and clothes. I'm sure Lewis will be back before you know it."

Cleo nodded again. "Thanks Bella."

Bella gave Cleo's hand a reassuring squeeze before getting up to prepare for her next song. If she was being honest with herself, Cleo didn't really feel any better — even if Bella did have a point. Lewis would have to come back sometime relatively soon for things like money and another few changes of clothes... but Cleo knew how resourceful Lewis was, relatively soon could mean anytime between another week and another two months.

All that was keeping her sane was his occasional text.

_'I'm okay_.'

{.}

Another two months passed and Lewis still hadn't returned. The texts he had been sending were getting fewer and fewer and Cleo was getting more and more frantic. '_I love you_,' She kept texting him. '_Please come home. I need you_.' As expected, no reply ever came. Rikki and Bella did their best to be there for Cleo, but most of the time she was unconsolable. They hadn't been swimming in weeks.

_'Please come home.' _Cleo continued to text. '_Was it something I did? I'm sorry. I love you. Come home.'_

When Cleo's phone lit up she bursted into tears. Though, that didn't shock anyone. Her eyes were almost always misty and red these days, always a hare's breath away from actual crying. Even her dad and Sam had begun to notice.

_'It's nothing you did, promise. I love you more than I could ever scream.'_

Cleo nearly dropped the glass of orange juice she'd been pouring herself when the text came through and leaned against the counter, her head cradled in her hands as she erupted into another bout of sobs. She texted Lewis back when she had calmed down enough to hold her phone.

_'Come home.'_

He sent her a final reply. '_This is something I have to do. I'm sorry.'_

{.}

"He isn't coming back." Zane told Rikki after another month and half passed. "It's been almost six months."

Rikki inhaled a sharp breath, refusing to mourn. "You don't know that."

"Rikki," Zane said, sighing. "Let's be real here, it's been— "

"No!" She shouted, the stack of bills on Zane's desk bursting into flames. "Lewis is coming back, goddammit!"

Rikki stomped out of his office, slamming the door as she left, and headed straight toward the sea. It was her only source of comfort these days. She couldn't lose another friend, she just _couldn't_. She absolutely refused. It already felt like she had lost Cleo, as well as Lewis… Cleo kept to herself these days, constantly texting and calling Lewis's number and crying when she didn't get a reply from him.

Lewis's final text came on a Thursday evening. Cleo was laying in bed, too mentally exhausted to drag herself out of bed to go see Bella preform, when it came through.

_'I'm sorry. I'll always love you.'_

{.}

"The Gap," Is all Sam said when Don asked her what the policeman at the door had wanted. "It's where they found Lewis."

Don's eyes soften, his throat tightening. "Is he… okay?"

"Don, you know the answer to that." Sam said, voice cracking. Wetness was gathered in her eyes. "It's easily a five hundred foot drop."

Don shook his head. "Lewis can swim though. He's a fantastic swimmer. Cliff-divers do it all the time—"

Sam reached out to give her husband's shoulder a reassuring squeeze. "_Don_."

Hot, fat tears began to stream down Don's cheeks, as well as Sam's. When Cleo came down the stairs and entered the kitchen neither Sam nor Don spoke. They just gave Cleo a sympathetic look. They didn't have to speak. Cleo got the message.

"No." She says,. "No no no no—"

"It'll be okay, honey." Don said, pulling his daughter in for a hug.

Cleo cried so hard she collapsed to her knees on the kitchen floor. She sobbed until she began to dry heave. Sam stroked her back and helped her to the couch, where she curled in on herself and wailed.

"They found Lewis's body tangled in the rocks." Sam said to Don later that night, while they were lying in bed. "He slit his wrists before he jumped."

"Why'd he do it?" Don asked, nauseous with grief. "He was so happy."

"Apparently he wasn't." Sam said. "I just… I don't know how to react. None of this feels real."

Don squeezed Sam's hand, hoping to comfort her. "I wish it wasn't."

{.}

Cleo doesn't attend Lewis's funeral. Instead, she packed a bag full of clothes and took all the cash in the jar on top of the refrigerator.

By the time Don, Sam, and Kim return home Cleo is gone.

* * *

><p><strong>an:** rewritten & updated — 10/28/2015.


End file.
